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Prologue

Getting into grad school was the part I never doubted.

Paying for it… that was another story entirely.

The university’s biggest scholarship—the one that covered everything—was reserved for “married students committed to household stability.” Which was stupid, archaic, and perfect for me, because checking the Married box took half a second and no emotional effort at all.

Until they asked for proof.

And not the easy kind.

No certificates, no paperwork.

They wanted living evidence. Joint residence. Natural photographs. Random unannounced home check-ins. And finally, a dinner—in our home—where a committee of strangers would silently judge the authenticity of our “marriage.”

I stared at the email, stomach dropping.

I couldn’t fake this alone.

I also couldn’t lose that scholarship.

When I told my uncle, he didn’t flinch.

He barely exhaled. “Use my wife.”

I choked. “Use—what?”

He waved a hand like I was being dramatic. “Elena. She likes you. And you—” His eyes narrowed, amused, too knowing. “—you act around her like a man trying very hard not to act around her.”

Heat prickled under my collar.

Because… yeah. He wasn’t wrong.

Elena—soft, sweet, gentle Elena—had been a problem for me since I was nineteen. A quiet, devastating problem I had buried so deep it had roots.

“She can play a wife,” he continued. “And for the check-ins, the photos, the dinner… you’ll need to actually live here. In the house. Take our room. Make it look real.”

I blinked. “…And you?”

“I’ll move into the basement.”

Said so casually it almost sounded normal.

It wasn’t.

None of this was.

But the image hit me anyway—Elena brushing past me in our hallway, waking up in the same space, her toothbrush next to mine, her body close enough during check-ins that I’d smell the soft floral scent she always wore…

I should’ve said no.

I absolutely should’ve refused.

But the moment he said her name, the decision was already made.

I messaged her.

Asked if we could talk.

Because this wasn’t just a scholarship anymore.

This was a chance to play husband to the woman I’d wanted for years—

a chance I had no intention of wasting.


Chapter 1

By the time I pulled into their driveway, I’d rehearsed a dozen ways to not look like a man who was about to move in with his uncle’s wife.

It didn’t help.

The door swung open before I even knocked. Elena stood there—soft sweater, soft smile, soft everything—and my pulse did its usual pathetic leap. Behind her, my uncle clapped his hands together like this was Christmas morning.

“There he is! Our newly married man!” he announced far too loudly.

I dragged a hand down my face. “Please don’t say that anywhere near the committee.”

“Oh, I’ll be in the basement,” he said cheerfully. “They won’t see me. You two will have the perfect little husband-and-wife setup.” He looked at Elena. “Won’t you?”

She blushed. Not subtly. Not briefly.

A warm, pink sweep across her cheeks as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“We’ll… do our best,” she murmured.

I felt it in my teeth.

God, she was sweet.

My uncle clapped me on the back hard enough to jolt me forward. “Well? Let’s get your stuff upstairs. Bedroom’s waiting.”

The bedroom. Our bedroom.

Every rational thought in me tried to short-circuit at once.

We carried my bags in—well, I carried my bags while my uncle offered color commentary and Elena hovered gently, like she wanted to help but didn’t want to overstep.

The room smelled like her.

Not perfume—lotion, laundry, skin.

Warm, quiet domesticity that hit me like a punch.

My uncle dropped the last box on the bed. “Now, before I head downstairs…” he said, rubbing his hands together, “…you two need practice.”

I froze. “Practice?”

“For the committee,” he said, completely serious. “Kiss. Married people kiss. You can’t stiffen up like two deer in headlights when someone asks for affection.”

Elena made a tiny sound—half embarrassment, half disbelief.

I almost choked.

“That’s not—” I started.

He cut me off with a firm, encouraging shove between my shoulder blades that sent me one step closer to Elena.

“Kiss,” he repeated. “Go on. Let’s see it.”

Elena’s eyes lifted to mine.

Wide. Sweet.

Uncertain in the most painfully adorable way.

I held out a hand, giving her every chance to pull back.

She didn’t take it.

She stepped closer instead.

Her palm slid into mine, soft and warm, and something in my chest unhooked.

I bent, brushed my mouth to hers—gentle, testing, barely pressure—

“NOPE,” my uncle said loudly. “Too polite. Again. Like you mean it.”

Elena covered her face with both hands. “Oh my God…”

I laughed under my breath, caught her wrists, and pulled her gently back to me. “He’s not going to stop,” I murmured against her cheek. “Might as well give him what he wants.”

She peeked up at me, shy and breathless.

“Okay,” she whispered.

This time I kissed her fully—slow but sure, mouth claiming hers, her breath catching in that soft little way that told me she felt it too. Her fingers curled in my shirt. Mine slid to the small of her back.

We broke apart.

My uncle pumped a fist. “YES. That’s marriage. Do it again.”

Elena squeaked. I groaned. He grinned.

“Random check-ins,” he reminded us. “You’ll be kissing a lot. Better start training now.”

He grabbed his bag and headed for the basement, utterly pleased with himself. “Carry on, lovebirds!”

The door shut behind him.

Elena exhaled slowly. “He’s… very enthusiastic.”

I looked at her, at her flushed cheeks, her kiss-damp lips, her hands still resting on my chest.

“Yeah,” I said softly.

“So am I.”


Chapter 2

The bedroom was still humming with the aftershocks of those practice kisses.

Her taste was still on my mouth.

Her breath had still been trembling against my lips.

And now we needed photos.

Elena stood near the bed, twisting her fingers together. “They said candid, right? Natural-looking?”

“Natural,” I echoed, picking up my phone. “And natural for married couples is…”

I let my eyes drag over her slowly.

“…close.”

Her throat bobbed in a swallow.

I sat at the edge of the bed and patted my thigh.

“C’mere.”

Her breath caught—so soft I nearly missed it—but she walked to me, stopping between my knees. My hands slid up her hips automatically, my body moving before my brain had the chance to play polite.

“Sit,” I murmured, voice low.

She eased onto my lap, legs folding around me like she’d done it a hundred times.

Her weight settled, warm and sweet and dangerous.

I hooked an arm around her waist, pulling her snug against my chest.

“That’s perfect,” I said, lifting the phone. “Look at me.”

She did.

Big eyes.

Soft mouth.

Breath shaking just a little.

I pressed the shutter.

But the photo looked staged, stiff—because she was trying too hard not to feel what we were both feeling.

“Relax,” I said, letting my thumb stroke slow circles into the small of her back. “Pretend you’ve been sitting in my lap for years.”

Her lips parted. “I…haven’t.”

“I know.” My voice dropped. “But you could.”

Her cheeks burned.

I took another photo—her face flushed, eyes lowered, body unconsciously curling into mine.

Better.

But not enough.

“Okay,” I murmured. “Lean in.”

She hesitated for half a heartbeat, then slid her arms around my shoulders, chest pressing to mine.

The camera clicked.

Still not enough.

“Kiss me,” I said quietly.

She froze. “F-for the photos?”

“For the photos,” I lied.

But my pulse was pounding so hard I could barely hear myself.

After a moment—just a breath—she leaned forward and brushed her lips to mine.

Soft.

Barely there.

Sweet enough to make my hands clench in her waist.

I kissed her back.

Not softly.

Her gasp melted into my mouth, her fingers tightening in my hair as I dragged her closer, deepening it, taking it, tasting her like I’d been starving and she was the only thing that had ever fed me.

The phone forgotten in my hand snapped a burst of photos as we kissed—her body arching into me, her mouth opening beneath mine, her breath catching in that helpless little sound that went straight through me.

I tore my lips from hers only long enough to murmur against them:

“Again.”

She kissed me harder.

Her hands slid down my shoulders, clutching, needy without meaning to be. My arm tightened around her waist, pulling her fully against me, and the camera caught everything—her swollen lips, her dazed eyes, the way she practically melted in my lap.

We broke apart finally, barely.

Her forehead rested against mine, our breaths mixing, both of us shaken.

“That…” she whispered, “was very natural.”

I laughed, low and rough. “You have no idea.”

I raised the phone.

A whole gallery of pictures—her on my lap, flushed and wanting, my hands all over her, our mouths fused together like we couldn’t stop.

The committee would never question a thing.

But I had questions.

Dangerous ones.

Like how I was supposed to go another minute pretending this was only pretend.


Chapter 3

The committee dinner was only a few days away, and both of us knew we needed to look natural. Effortless. Married.

Which is how I justified walking into the kitchen and finding Elena at the stove—bare feet, little floral apron tied around her waist, humming softly—and letting all the lines blur.

She didn’t hear me at first.

She was stirring something on the stovetop, swaying her hips a little as she concentrated.

And God… those hips.

I was a lost cause before I even touched her.

I stepped up behind her and slid my hands around her waist.

She jumped—just a soft gasp—and then melted back into me instantly. “You scared me,” she whispered, breath feathering.

“That’s because you weren’t paying attention,” I murmured into the curve of her neck. “Too busy being adorable.”

Behind us, at the dining table with a beer in hand, her husband—my uncle—snorted.

“Get used to it, sweetheart! Married life is all sneak attacks.”

Elena made a helpless little sound, half groan, half laugh.

I didn’t let her turn around.

I pressed my chest to her back, lips brushing that warm spot just beneath her ear. She shivered, hand tightening around the wooden spoon.

“Relax,” I whispered. “We’re practicing, remember?”

“Right,” she breathed.

But the way her thighs pressed together said this wasn’t just rehearsal.

I kissed her neck.

Slow.

Gentle.

Deliberate.

Her apron strings brushed the back of my hand, and I followed their curve downward until my palms cupped her breasts through the soft fabric of her shirt.

Elena gasped—quiet, high, unbelievably sweet.

“Oh, now that looks real!” her husband said cheerfully from behind us. “Don’t stop on my account!”

I didn’t.

My thumbs brushed over her nipples, watching her body arch into my hands like it was instinct. Her head tipped back against my shoulder, lips parted, breath quivering.

“You alright?” I murmured against her cheek, pretending politeness when my voice was anything but.

“Mmm…” She nodded, eyes fluttering. “It just—feels…”

“Married?” I suggested with a smirk.

Her answer was a soft, needy sound.

Her husband lifted his beer. “Exactly the kind of energy the committee wants! Keep going, you two. Look natural.”

I slid one hand lower, fingers tracing the dip of her waist, her hip, the curve of her ass beneath the apron.

God, she was warm.

Soft.

Perfect.

I palmed her ass slowly, firmly.

She broke a little—her hips pushing back into my touch, her breath catching on a helpless inhale.

“You’re doing great, honey!” her husband called, absolutely delighted. “Look at the two of you—makes me believe in romance again.”

Elena hid her face in her hands. “Please stop talking,” she begged, voice trembling.

I chuckled, pulling her closer so her back fit tightly against my front. “Ignore him,” I murmured. “Focus on me.”

Her hands dropped.

She did.

My fingers squeezed her ass, kneading gently, and she whimpered—quiet, barely-there, but enough to make my cock throb against her lower back.

She felt it.

I knew she did.

Her breath stuttered, hips shifting.

“Oh, beautiful,” I whispered, teeth grazing the shell of her ear. “You’re getting very comfortable.”

Her husband toasted us again. “Practice makes perfect!”

Elena groaned into her hands, mortified and aroused all at once.

And I smiled against her skin, because if we kept “practicing” like this…

we were going to be far too believable when the committee arrived.

Elena tried—tried—to gather herself, pulling away just enough to face the stove again. Her breath still trembled. Her cheeks were still flushed. Her nipples—God—were still hard under her shirt, little peaks I could see even with the apron in the way.

She pushed her hair behind her ear with shaking fingers and whispered, “I need to finish the sauce.”

From the table, her husband laughed. “Good luck doing that with lover boy glued to you.”

I smiled against her shoulder.

He wasn’t wrong.

She lifted the spoon again, determined. “We need to look like we cook together. Like we host people all the time. I should at least get this done.”

“Sure,” I said, voice low as I slid my hands back onto her hips. “Cook.”

She didn’t realize I didn’t mean alone until she tried to stir—and my hands guided her hips back, pressing her ass into me in a slow, deliberate grind.

Her breath hitched. “I— I can’t stir like this…”

“You’re doing fine.”

I kissed the side of her throat as she tried to focus on the pan, her spoon wobbling dangerously. My palms slid up her sides, then down again, following every curve like I was memorizing them.

She tried to reach for the salt. I reached too—one hand covering hers, the other sliding over the swell of her ass as I pressed her lightly against the counter.

Her husband whistled. “That’s domestic bliss right there.”

Elena whimpered.

Not a word—just a soft, broken sound she didn’t mean to let out.

She bent forward slightly to sprinkle salt into the sauce.

Fatal mistake.

My hands moved instantly—one cupping her breast from behind, thumb brushing over her nipple in a slow circle, the other smoothing over her ass, fingertips grazing the hem of her apron.

She froze.

Then melted.

Her head tilted back onto my shoulder, lips parted, breath trembling in tiny, helpless pants.

“I can’t concentrate…” she whispered.

“You don’t need to,” I murmured. “You just need to look comfortable with me. Natural.”

Her hips rocked back into me without thought—soft, slow movements like her body was answering a question she didn’t even know she’d been asked.

The spoon clattered against the edge of the pot.

She gasped.

I smiled.

“Oh God,” she breathed, “the sauce—”

“It’ll survive,” I said.

Her husband barked a laugh. “Hell, I’m not worried about the sauce.”

I squeezed her breast gently, kneading, feeling her arch into me. “Let it simmer,” I said, kissing her ear.

She tried again to stir, her hand shaking so badly the spoon barely hit the pan.

“That’s it,” her husband encouraged cheerfully. “All the committee’s gonna see is a couple who can’t keep their hands off each other.”

Elena groaned into her hands.

She was embarrassed.

She was overwhelmed.

And she was so clearly, deeply aroused she couldn’t hide it if she tried.

I dragged my fingers slowly—achingly slowly—down the curve of her hip.

“Relax,” I murmured, kissing her cheek, her neck, her shoulder. “You’re doing perfect.”

Her voice came out as a whisper.

Barely more than breath.

“Please don’t stop.”

Oh, I wasn’t planning to.

Not until she forgot the stove, the apron, the dinner—everything except the way my hands handled her and the way her husband sat there laughing, delighted, approving, like this was the most entertaining show he’d ever seen.

Elena was already trembling against me, trying so hard to keep her focus on cooking when my hands were making that completely impossible.

So I made a decision.

I reached past her and turned the stove off.

She startled. “W–why—?”

“You’re too… distracted,” I murmured into her ear. “Don’t want you burning anything.”

Her breath shivered in her chest.

My hands slid down her waist again, palms smoothing over her hips, her apron, the soft give of her thighs. I watched the way she gripped the counter with both hands like she needed it to stay upright.

Behind us, her husband let out a low whistle.

“Oh, here we go. Now we’re getting somewhere.”

Elena made a tiny mortified sound.

I smiled.

“Let’s move you,” I said softly.

I guided her one step back from the counter—just enough that she wasn’t braced against anything, just enough to make her feel how exposed and held she really was.

She tried to be good, tried to keep cooking, reaching blindly for the spoon she’d set down—

—and knocked it right off the counter.

It clattered to the floor, loud and metallic.

She froze.

I didn’t.

She bent—instinctive, graceful, innocent—leaning forward at the waist to grab it.

And her ass pressed back into me perfectly.

Round. Soft.

A shape I’d been imagining for years.

I couldn’t stop my hands.

I didn’t even try.

One slid down the curve of her back, following every inch until I cupped her from behind, fingers spreading over the warm swell of her ass.

She gasped—sharp, breathless—still bent, still holding the fallen spoon, her knuckles white around it.

“Oh ho ho yes,” her husband said, slapping the table in delight. “That’s marriage right there. Don’t be shy, boy—she’s in position!”

Elena made a strangled sound.

I bit back a laugh.

Slowly—slow enough to make her feel every second—I kneaded her, my thumb brushing dangerously close to the hem of her skirt.

“You dropped something,” I said, voice molten against her ear as I leaned over her bent form. “Let me help.”

She stayed bent.

She didn’t tell me to stop.

She didn’t move away.

She just breathed—tiny, shaking breaths—as my other hand slid around her waist, pulling her back into my hips so she could feel exactly what she was doing to me.

Her husband kicked back in his chair, grinning like this was better than television.

“Now this,” he said proudly, “this is commitment to the bit.”

Elena finally straightened, but she did it too fast, too flustered—and ended up pressed squarely against me, her back to my chest again, her body soft and warm and trembling.

“I—I need to finish the vegetables,” she whispered, voice barely holding steady.

“No,” I murmured, hands reclaiming her hips, pulling her against me slow and heavy. “You need to relax.”

“But the committee—”

“This is practice,” I said, fingers sliding under the hem of her apron to grip her bare waist. “Getting comfortable. Acting natural. Letting me touch you like you’re mine.”

Her breath caught.

Her husband raised his beer in salute.

“You two keep this up,” he said cheerfully, “and the committee’s gonna think you’ve been honeymooning for months.”

Elena didn’t argue.

She just leaned back into me, body softening, surrendering a little more of herself to my hands.

She might’ve dropped a spoon—

but I was about to make her lose a lot more than that.

My uncle sat comfortably at the dining table, beer in hand, watching us like he was enjoying his evening entertainment.

“Don’t let up now,” he said with a grin. “She’s warming up.”

Elena whimpered.

I smiled against her cheek.

“Relax,” I told her softly, letting my palms glide over her hips. “Just let me touch you.”

She nodded—barely—but it was enough.

My fingers slid lower, closing around the hem of her skirt.

She stiffened in my arms.

Not in fear.

In anticipation.

“Lift a little,” I murmured.

Her breath caught.

But she obeyed, rising on her toes just enough for me to slip beneath the fabric.

And then my hand met her thigh—warm, soft, smooth—and I felt her whole body shiver.

“Oh, that’s it,” her husband said approvingly. “Nice and confident. Women love that.”

Elena buried her face in her hands.

I kept going.

My fingertips traced the inside of her thigh, slow and deliberate, following that sensitive path upward. She squeezed her legs together instinctively—adorably—trying to hold herself steady.

“Open,” I whispered. “Just a little.”

She made a quiet, broken sound… then let her knees part the smallest bit.

God, she was perfect.

My hand slid higher.

Higher.

Until I felt it—

the heat radiating through the thin fabric of her underwear.

Wet.

Soaked.

My breath punched out of me.

“Oh hell,” her husband laughed, “she’s ready. Good girl.”

Elena nearly collapsed against the counter from embarrassment.

I didn’t let her.

I held her steady with one arm as my fingers pressed gently over the damp center of her panties. Her hips jolted. Her breath fractured in a soft gasp that went straight through me.

“You’re drenched,” I murmured into her ear. “All from this? From me touching you?”

She couldn’t answer.

Her hand reached back blindly and clutched my forearm like she needed something to hold onto.

I rubbed her—slow circles through the fabric, teasing her slit, feeling her legs tremble harder with every stroke.

Her husband leaned back in his chair, grinning wide.

“That’s what a happy wife looks like.”

Elena let out a tiny moan.

Not intentional.

Not controlled.

A sound that betrayed everything she was trying to keep hidden.

Her hips rocked into my hand—just once, barely a pulse of movement—and my fingers pushed deeper into the wetness, pressing exactly where she needed.

She gasped, head dropping back against my shoulder.

“Good girl,” I whispered, kissing her temple. “Let yourself feel it.”

Her husband raised his beer.

“That’s the spirit! She’s getting real comfortable now.”

Elena moaned again—soft, mortified, completely undone.

And I hadn’t even touched her skin yet.

I curved my fingers under the soaked fabric, ready to slide them aside—

All for practice.

All to make our marriage look natural.

All perfectly reasonable…

And absolutely, dangerously addictive.

“Easy,” I whispered, kissing the hinge of her jaw. “I’ve got you.”

She whimpered—quiet, cracked open—and her knees softened like she could melt straight onto the floor.

I hooked my finger under the soaked fabric of her panties.

Her whole body jolted.

“Ohhh, she felt that,” her husband laughed from behind us. “Go on, boy. She’s begging for it.”

Elena covered her face with one hand, the other gripping my forearm like she was drowning.

I slid her panties gently aside.

Heat flooded into my touch—bare, slick, needy.

I exhaled sharply against her cheek.

“Jesus, sweetheart… you’re soaking.”

Her hips jerked in response, the smallest, sweetest involuntary push.

“That’s my girl,” her husband said proudly. “You keep reacting like that; the committee will never question a thing.”

I didn’t give her time to protest—

I slid my fingers over her bare slit, slow as honey.

She broke.

A soft, raw moan spilled out of her before she could swallow it.

Her knees nearly buckled.

I caught her, my arm strong around her waist, holding her steady while my fingers stroked her again—up, down, gliding through slickness that made my pulse slam.

Her breath was shattered.

Her thighs trembled.

Her hips rocked into my touch with a helpless little rhythm that she wasn’t aware she was doing.

“Don’t stop…” she whispered, barely audible.

“I wasn’t planning to,” I murmured.

I dipped my fingertip lower—finding her entrance—barely teasing it, circling it with slow pressure.

She gasped, head falling back on my shoulder, neck arching beautifully for me.

Her husband laughed softly. “She’s always been sensitive there. Give her a little more.”

Elena made a mortified noise—half sob, half moan.

I smiled against her ear.

“You hear that?” I whispered. “Your husband says you want more.”

She shook her head weakly—but her hips pushed back, saying yes, yes, yes.

So I gave her more.

I slid my middle finger inside her.

Just one.

Slow.

Deep.

Her entire body convulsed against me, a sound tearing out of her throat that she clearly never intended to make in front of anyone—let alone him.

“Good girl,” he praised warmly. “Let him in.”

She let me in.

Every inch, her walls fluttering around my finger as I curled it gently inside her.

Her breath hitched. “Oh—God—”

I thrust slowly—once, then again—feeling her melt, her thighs shaking so hard she couldn’t stand on her own anymore.

Her apron bunched in my hand, her back arched, her lips parted on a trembling whimper that made me ache to claim her right there on the kitchen floor.

“Shhh,” I murmured, kissing her neck as my finger stroked deeper, tighter, wetter. “Let yourself feel it. That’s it.”

Her hips moved helplessly against me, chasing every thrust of my hand.

Her husband—amused, supportive, relaxed—lifted his beer and grinned.

“That’s a beautiful sight, you two. Hell, the committee’s gonna think you’re living in a fairy tale.”

Elena moaned again—louder this time—and I felt her tighten around my finger, her body already fast-spiraling.

And I wasn’t stopping.

Not until she fell apart in my hands.

I could feel it in the way she squeezed around me—tight little pulses that begged without words.

“Easy,” I whispered, kissing beneath her ear. “I’m going to give you more.”

Her legs shook so hard she had to grip the counter.

Behind us, her husband took another drink, eyes amused and warm.

“She can take it. Don’t let her fool you.”

Elena whimpered into her hand—mortified, aroused, unable to stop any of it.

I slid my second finger to her entrance.

She gasped—sharp, sweet, terrified in the best way.

“It’s okay,” I murmured, guiding her open with slow, deep pressure. “Let me in.”

And she did.

Her body clenched around both fingers, hot and impossibly tight.

I groaned into her neck.

“God, sweetheart…”

Her knees buckled.

My arm locked around her waist, holding her up, keeping her exactly where I wanted her.

Her husband laughed under his breath.

“Oh, she loves being stretched like that. Look at her—she’s practically shaking apart.”

She was.

Every breath, every tiny sound told me she was right at the edge of something she’d never admit out loud.

My fingers curled inside her.

Her moan cracked in half.

“Again,” her husband encouraged. “Give her that little hook—she’ll lose it.”

I obeyed.

I curled my fingers deeper, stroking her in tight, deliberate motions, feeling her hips jerk helplessly each time I hit the right spot.

Her voice was a soft, broken cry.

“Please—I can’t—”

“You can,” I murmured, kissing her cheek as I worked her gently open. “You’re doing perfect.”

Her thighs tightened around my hand, her body fluttering, begging.

And I wanted her to come hard—but not like this.

Not standing.

Not halfway bent over a stove.

I wanted her in my hands, where I could watch every second of her falling apart.

I turned her by the waist.

She gasped, wide-eyed and breathless, as I lifted her—effortless—onto the counter.

She landed with her knees falling open around me, panties pushed aside, skirt bunched around her hips.

Her husband clapped once, delighted.

“Now that is how you stage a marriage!”

Elena covered her burning face. “Please stop talking…”

I gently pulled her hands away.

“No,” I murmured. “Look at me.”

She did.

Shaking.

Flushed.

Ruined already.

I slid my two soaked fingers back inside her—slow, filling her completely.

Her head fell back, lips parting on a desperate moan she couldn’t swallow.

“That’s it,” I said softly, thumb brushing her clit in feather-light strokes. “Let me see you.”

Her hips lifted off the counter.

Her breath shattered.

Her walls gripped around me so tightly I groaned.

Her husband leaned forward, grinning broadly.

“She’s close. Don’t stop—she goes fast when she’s like this.”

Elena whimpered, trembling uncontrollably.

I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t.

My fingers curled inside her again, stroking deep, steady, devastating.

My thumb circled her clit—slow, then faster, matching the frantic rise of her breath.

Her nails dug into my shoulders.

Her back arched.

Her thighs clenched around my hand.

“I—oh God—I’m—”

“That’s it,” I whispered, holding her firmly as she began to fall apart. “Come for me.”

Her husband lifted his beer in salute.

“Show him how you do it, sweetheart.”

That pushed her over the edge.

Her entire body seized around my fingers—tight, pulsing, desperate—and she came with a soft, broken cry that shook through her whole frame, her hips grinding helplessly into my hand as wave after wave tore through her.

I held her through all of it—steady, firm, mine—until she collapsed forward against my chest, trembling and gasping, completely undone.

Her husband exhaled happily.

“Well damn. If the committee sees even half of that chemistry, you two are getting that scholarship.”

Elena hid her face in my neck.

I stroked her thigh gently, fingers still buried inside her warmth.

“Practice,” I murmured against her ear, voice low and wicked,“is going very, very well.”


Chapter 4

Dinner had been relaxed, messy, loud.

Just the three of us.

No committee. No performance.

Just Elena serving a simple meal, her cheeks still a little pink from all the “practice,” and my uncle cracking jokes over the table like this was the most entertaining sitcom he’d ever been cast in.

We ate.

We laughed.

Elena smiled at me like she wasn’t entirely sure where to look after everything that had happened in the kitchen.

And when the plates were cleared and the house settled into that soft, late-night quiet, my uncle pushed his chair back and stood.

“Well,” he said with a theatrical sigh, “time for this old man to turn in. The happy couple has a big day tomorrow. Gotta keep that chemistry alive.”

Elena covered her burning face with her hands.

I just smirked.

He walked over to her—casual as anything—and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“Oh, goodnight, sweetheart—”

I stepped between them before he got close.

A hand on his chest.

A wall he couldn’t pass through.

He blinked, surprised. “Hey now, I’ve been kissing her goodnight for years.”

“Not anymore,” I said quietly, firmly. “She’s my wife.”

His eyebrows shot up.

Then he grinned like Christmas came early.

“Well damn. Look at you. Already protective. I like it.”

Behind me, Elena made a tiny sound—half surprise, half something warmer.

My uncle tilted his head toward her. “You okay with that, honey? Your new husband laying down the law?”

She peeked around my shoulder, cheeks red, voice barely above a whisper.

“I… don’t mind.”

That was all I needed.

I turned, cupped her jaw gently, and kissed her.

Not for show.

Not for practice.

But to make a point.

To him.

To her.

To myself.

Her lips softened immediately, her hands catching my shirt, her body leaning into mine like she’d been waiting for that exact kiss since dinner started.

I kissed her deeper—slow and claiming—until she melted against me completely.

Behind us, her husband let out a low whistle.

“Well damn. I’ll be in the basement if you two need anything. But judging by that kiss… you won’t.”

He shuffled off, still laughing to himself, still wildly entertained.

We didn’t look at him.

We didn’t look anywhere but at each other.

Her breath was warm on my lips when I pulled back.

“You okay?” I murmured.

She nodded, shy but glowing. “Yes.”

I took her hand.

“Come on,” I whispered, thumb brushing her knuckles as I led her toward the stairs. “Let’s go to bed.”

She followed.

Soft.

Quiet.

Trusting.

And when we reached the bedroom door, she looked up at me like she already knew she wasn’t sleeping alone tonight.

Like she wanted to be taken upstairs.

By me.

As my wife.

And I wasn’t going to disappoint her.

I shut the bedroom door behind us, soft click echoing in the quiet.

Elena stood in the center of the room—hands fidgeting, eyes down, chest rising in little nervous breaths.

Beautiful.

Unsure.

Waiting for me.

I walked to her slowly, giving her time to step back if she wanted.

She didn’t.

When I reached her, I lifted her chin with a single finger.

“Look at me.”

She did—wide-eyed, wanting, soft.

I brushed a thumb across her cheek. “I’m going to take your clothes off now.”

She shivered.

Not from fear.

From anticipation so thick I could feel it radiating off her.

I started with her cardigan.

Sliding my hands under the fabric, I eased it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

Her breath hitched as I trailed my fingers down her arms, slow enough to watch goosebumps rise in my wake.

Next was the little floral top.

She lifted her arms without me asking—trusting, open—and I peeled it upward, revealing the soft curves I’d been imagining every night since agreeing to this arrangement.

Her bra—lacy, delicate, meant for someone to admire—made my pulse trip.

Elena lowered her gaze. “D–don’t stare…”

“Sweetheart,” I murmured, stepping closer, “I’ve been dying to stare.”

I reached behind her, unhooking her bra with practiced ease. She gasped as it loosened, and I slid it off slowly, letting the straps drag over her skin until she stood bare-chested before me.

I cupped one breast gently, reverently, brushing my thumb over her nipple until it tightened beneath my touch.

She whimpered.

“Lie back,” I whispered.

She climbed onto the bed, settling in the center, hair spilled over the pillows.

She looked like something I wasn’t sure I deserved but absolutely intended to take.

I crawled over her, caging her in with my arms, lowering myself until our noses brushed.

Her breath trembled.

“Are you…are you going to—”

“Yes,” I said against her lips. “I’m going to kiss you. And undress the rest of you. And make you forget your own damn name.”

Then I kissed her.

Deep.

Slow.

Possessive.

Her hands flew to my shoulders, pulling me closer, her back arching so her bare chest pressed into my shirt. She kissed me back with a desperation she didn’t know she had.

I broke away only long enough to whisper, “Lift your hips.”

She obeyed instantly.

I slid her skirt down—slowly, deliberately—kissing my way down her stomach as inch after inch of warm skin was revealed.

Her thighs trembled.

Her breathing fractured.

By the time I pulled the skirt completely off, she was flushed all the way down to her chest.

Her panties—thin, soft, still damp from earlier—were all that remained.

I lowered myself over her again, pinning her gently to the bed with my weight, one hand cradling her jaw, the other gripping her thigh.

She looked up at me, eyes wide, lips swollen, breath shaky.

“Tell me you want this,” I whispered.

She swallowed hard.

“I want you.”

That was all I needed.

I kissed her again—hungry this time, claiming, my body pressing her into the mattress like she belonged there under me.

And God help me—

she did.

I kissed down her stomach, slow enough that she shivered with every inch I claimed.

When I reached the waistband of her panties, I paused.

Her fingers curled in the sheets.

Her eyes fluttered closed.

Her thighs squeezed together instinctively.

“Open,” I whispered.

She did—barely at first, then wider when I brushed my nose along the soft inside of her thigh. The scent of her—sweet, warm, impossibly inviting—rose up to meet me, and I had to steady myself.

I hooked a finger in the waistband.

She sucked in a breath.

“No,” I murmured. “Not with my hands.”

Her eyes flew open just as I lowered my mouth and closed my teeth gently over the thin fabric.

Her gasp was instant—sharp, dizzy, beautiful.

I dragged the panties down with my teeth, inch by slow inch, letting them slide over her hips, her thighs. My lips brushed her skin deliberately as I went, leaving heat in my wake.

Her whole body trembled.

When the fabric reached mid-thigh, I lifted her leg and kissed the spot just beside the damp line of her panties—soft, teasing, a promise.

“Oh—” she breathed, the sound almost breaking.

I caught the fabric again between my teeth and tugged further.

Down her thighs.

Past her knees.

Over her ankles.

I let them drop to the floor.

And when I looked up at her—

her legs slightly parted, her skin flushed, her breath caught in her throat—

I felt something primal settle low in my stomach.

I put my hands on her knees and pushed them apart gently.

She obeyed helplessly, thighs trembling, revealing herself completely.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did—eyes wide, lips parted, already ruined.

I ran my thumbs slowly along the insides of her thighs, watching goosebumps rise under my touch.

“So beautiful,” I murmured.

Her hips lifted just the slightest bit—instinctive, needy.

I kissed her inner thigh, slow and deep, letting my lips linger.

She whimpered, fingers clutching the sheets.

Another kiss—closer.

Another—right where she was softest.

Her thighs quaked.

When I finally let my breath ghost over her center, she arched off the bed with a strangled moan.

“Please…” she whispered, voice barely a sound.

“I can’t—just—please…”

I smiled against her skin, letting my mouth hover a hair’s breadth from where she was already slick and aching.

“Oh sweetheart,” I murmured,

“I haven’t even started yet.”

I put my hands on her thighs.

Warm. Soft.

Already quivering.

And then I pushed them open wider.

Not forceful—

just firm, unarguable, claiming.

Her breath hitched.

Her fingers curled in the sheets.

“Keep them open,” I murmured.

She nodded shakily… but her thighs tried to close on reflex the second my breath ghosted over her.

I stopped them—hands tightening, pinning her in place.

Her whimper was immediate.

Sweet.

Utterly helpless.

“Let me taste you,” I said against the inside of her thigh.

Then I lowered my mouth to her.

My tongue started slow—one long, unhurried stroke from the bottom of her slit all the way up, savoring the warm, slick heat of her.

Her entire body jolted like a current had gone through her.

“Oh—God—” she gasped, head tipping back.

I did it again.

Slower.

Deeper.

Letting the flat of my tongue press into all that wetness she had for me.

Her thighs twitched around my head—trying to close, trying to pull me closer, she didn’t even know which—but I held them exactly where I wanted them, my grip tightening just enough that she felt owned.

“That’s it,” I murmured against her. “Take it.”

She sobbed a breath, hips arching.

I licked her again—this time ending with a slow, perfect circle around her clit.

Her whole body seized.

Her hands flew to my hair, fingers tangling, not pulling me away—

pulling me closer.

Desperate.

“Please—oh, please—” she whimpered.

I smiled into her.

Then I did it properly.

I pinned her thighs open with both hands—thumbs pressing into the soft, trembling skin—and lowered my mouth onto her with deep, deliberate pressure.

My tongue moved in slow, controlled strokes that made her legs shake uncontrollably.

I tasted everything.

Every breath, every sound, every trembling inch she gave me.

And then—when she was already close to coming undone—I flattened my tongue and dragged it up her slit in one firm, hungry sweep that ended right over her clit.

She cried out.

Her hips jerked.

Her thighs tried to clamp around my head.

I held her wide open and did it again.

“Too much—” she gasped.

“No,” I murmured against her, lips brushing where she was throbbing. “It’s perfect.”

I sucked her clit gently, slowly, feeling her entire body arch off the bed.

She was gone—

breathless, shaking, pleading without meaning to—

“Please don’t stop—please—please—”

God, her voice.

I pinned her harder, my mouth sealing over her, tongue stroking her in tight, slow circles that built pressure with devastating precision.

Her thighs trembled violently.

Her breathing fractured into little broken sounds.

Her fingers were buried in my hair, shaking as hard as her legs.

She was close—

so close—

her body straining for release, hips rising, losing her rhythm entirely.

I pulled her closer, mouth devouring her need.

“Let go,” I growled into her. “Come for me.”

My tongue circled her clit again, slow and devastating, and she fractured beneath me.

“N–no— I’m— it’s—”

Her voice cracked.

Her thighs clamped, then flinched, then opened helplessly under my hands, as if her body didn’t know which instinct to obey.

“Yes,” I growled into her. “Come.”

I sucked—deep and slow.

My fingers dug into her thighs, holding her open for every second of it.

She exploded.

It wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t quiet.

It hit her like a shockwave—her entire body arching hard off the bed, a strangled cry ripped from her throat, her back bowing as she shattered around my mouth.

Her hands fisted in my hair.

Her legs spasmed uncontrollably.

Her hips bucked into my face, grinding sweet, desperate, helpless.

“Oh—oh God—oh—please—!”

Her voice was wrecked, trembling, barely even words.

I held her through it—

mouth sealed to her, tongue stroking her clit in tight, perfect circles that pushed her higher, deeper, harder.

She came in waves—

one, then another, each one hitting sharper than the last, her internal muscles fluttering wildly, thighs shaking so hard the bedframe rattled.

She tried to pull away—

instinct, sensitivity, overload—

but I pinned her firmly and kept eating her, drinking down every bit of sweetness she spilled for me.

Her cry turned into a broken little sob of pleasure.

“Too—too much—can’t—ah—”

“Yes you can,” I murmured against her, licking her softly, then harder. “Give me all of it.”

And she did.

Her climax tore through her again—smaller but sharper, a trembling aftershock that made her gasp, made her nails dig into my scalp, made her hips stutter against my mouth like she couldn’t stop herself.

When her body finally collapsed back onto the mattress, she was shaking everywhere—

legs trembling, chest heaving, lips parted in stunned, breathless disbelief.

I kept my hands on her thighs, holding them open a few more seconds, letting my tongue give one last slow, warm stroke over her swollen clit.

She whimpered—soft, wrecked, oversensitized.

I kissed the inside of her thigh.

Then her hip.

Then slowly lifted myself over her trembling body, breath hot against her cheek.

She looked dazed—

eyes unfocused, cheeks flushed, hair messy on the pillow.

Completely undone.

All by my mouth.

I brushed my thumb over her swollen lower lip.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “You came so hard for me.”

Her entire body shivered.


Chapter 5

Elena was still trembling—little aftershocks rolling through her body, thighs twitching, fingers curled weakly in the sheets.

Completely undone.

Perfectly wrecked.

I moved up the bed slowly, deliberately, letting her feel the shift of the mattress, the heat of my body, the breath that brushed her skin before my lips did.

She looked at me through heavy, half-lidded eyes.

Soft.

Dazed.

Wide open.

I cupped her cheek and kissed her.

Not hungry—not yet.

Not devouring.

This kiss was warm, slow, tender… the kind of kiss a husband gives his wife after he’s just worshipped her with his mouth.

She whimpered into it, a tiny sound of relief and lingering pleasure.

Her arms slid around my neck, pulling me closer despite how shaky she still was.

“Still shaking,” I murmured against her lips.

“I… c-can’t help it,” she whispered.

“I don’t want you to.”

I kissed her again—deeper this time, letting her taste herself on my tongue. Her breath caught, her thighs shifting unconsciously beneath me, still sensitive, still fluttering.

While she kissed me back—soft, slow, trusting—I reached down and pulled my shirt over my head in one smooth motion.

She gasped softly when my bare chest pressed to her still-warm body.

Her hands traced hesitant lines along my skin, as if she didn’t quite believe she was allowed. I caught one of her wrists and guided her palm over the firm muscle beneath my ribs.

“You can touch me,” I whispered, kissing her jaw.

“You should.”

She swallowed hard, fingers exploring more boldly now—over my chest, my shoulders, my arms—her breath growing shaky again.

I stood briefly on my knees over her and unfastened my belt.

Her eyes widened.

Not fearful.

Hungry.

Uncertain.

And so, so sweet.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her, voice low, steady, meant only for her.

Her breath hitched.

I kissed her again—soft at first, then deeper—as I slid the belt from its loops with a low, slow sound. The metal buckle clinked softly against itself, and she shivered beneath me.

I dropped the belt to the floor.

Reached for the button of my pants.

Kept kissing her the entire time.

She made a tiny, involuntary gasp when I slid the zipper down, my hips sinking just a little closer into the cradle of her thighs.

Her hands went to my waist—hesitant, trembling—but she didn’t stop me.

I pulled my pants open, letting her feel the heat of my arousal press against her inner thigh through the thin layer still separating us.

She inhaled sharply, fingers tightening on my skin.

“You see what you do to me?” I whispered, lips brushing her ear.

Her entire body shivered.

I kissed her throat, her jaw, then her lips again—slow, coaxing, tender—as I pushed my pants lower, inch by inch.

Her breath grew shattered, needy, trembling in soft little catches.

By the time my pants were halfway down my hips, she was already arching into me without even knowing she was doing it.

I smiled against her mouth.

“Good,” I murmured.

“Let me undress for you.”

My pants were already hanging open, low on my hips.

Her eyes kept flicking down to the exposed skin, then back up to my face, then down again—shy, hungry, overwhelmed.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband.

Her breath caught.

Slowly—achingly slow—I pushed my pants down my hips, past the line of my boxers, revealing more and more of myself inch by inch.

Her lips parted.

Her thighs shifted.

She swallowed hard enough I saw her throat move.

When my pants slipped to the floor, only thin black fabric separated me from being completely naked above her.

I saw the moment she realized that.

I leaned down and kissed her softly—slow and reassuring—while my fingers slid beneath the elastic of my boxers.

Her breath trembled against my mouth.

“You still okay?” I murmured.

She nodded—tiny, shaking, eyes huge. “Yes… I want to see you.”

God.

Her voice.

I stood just enough to slip the fabric down.

My cock sprang free—thick, hard, heavy, flushed from how badly I wanted her.

Her eyes widened in a way that nearly undid me.

She didn’t breathe at first.

Just stared.

Silent.

Awe-struck.

Her cheeks flushed deeper, her thighs closing shyly, then reopening just a little as if her body overrode her modesty.

I stepped out of the rest of my clothes and climbed over her again, fully bare now, my heat and weight settling between her open legs.

Her gaze dropped again—slow, hesitant—and when she saw how close I was to her, how my cock rested against the soft inside of her thigh…

She exhaled a small, shaky whisper:

“Oh my God…”

I smiled—low, hungry.

“You’re not scared?”

She shook her head quickly, eyes still glued to me.

“No. Just… you’re… bigger than I thought.”

My breath hitched at the honesty.

I lowered myself until my body pressed flush to hers—bare chest to bare chest, my hips settling naturally into the cradle of her thighs.

“Touch me,” I said softly.

Her hand lifted, trembling, and she wrapped her fingers around me for the first time.

I sucked in a breath—sharp, involuntary—my forehead dropping to hers.

“Sweetheart…”

She explored me hesitantly at first—soft strokes, light pressure, her eyes locked on her own hand, watching the way my breathing changed. Then she got bolder, stroking me fully, learning the weight and heat of me in her palm.

My hips bucked—just a small, helpless jerk—and her lips parted in startled delight.

“You feel…” she whispered, “…so hot.”

I groaned, one hand sliding up to cup her breast as her hand kept moving, stroking me in slow, shy, devastating motions.

And every second, I could feel myself getting closer to losing control.

I caught her chin and kissed her—slow but deep, full of the hunger I’d been holding back all night.

Then I whispered against her lips:

“Lie back. I’m not done with you yet.”

Her skin was warm.

Her body open.

Her eyes wide and fixed on mine with a trust that hit me like a punch in the chest.

I slid one hand under her thigh and lifted—just a little—just enough to angle her hips toward me.

She gasped when she felt the heavy warmth of my cock settle against her entrance.

Not inside.

Just resting there.

Just letting her feel exactly what was coming.

I dragged the tip of myself along her slick, swollen slit—slowly—up and down her softness, coating myself in her warmth.

Her breath broke.

Her back arched without meaning to.

Her fingers curled tight in the sheets.

“Oh…” she whispered, voice shaking. “You’re… you’re right there…”

“I know,” I murmured, kissing the corner of her mouth.

I slid along her again—letting the head of my cock press gently over her clit before dipping back down to her opening.

Her thighs trembled violently.

Her eyes fluttered closed.

She whimpered—sweet, needy, helpless.

I bent down to her ear, voice low, steady, full of something I’d never dared say aloud until this moment.

“Elena,” I whispered,

“it’s time to consummate our marriage.”

She gasped—sharp and soft at the same time—her whole body reacting to the words.

Her eyes opened, wide and shining, searching mine.

“We… we really…”

Her breath hitched as I slid the tip between her folds again, nudging gently at her entrance.

“…we’re really doing this?”

I angled my hips, letting just the slightest pressure rest against her opening. Not pushing in—just promising.

“Yes,” I murmured. “We are.”

I kissed her slowly, deeply, while my cock glided along her slit again, the head catching on her entrance with every pass, making her moan softly into my mouth.

I pulled back only enough to look at her face—

so open, so flushed, so completely undone for me.

“You’re my wife,” I said softly.

“And I’m going to take you like one.”

Her breath stuttered.

Her hands came up to clutch at my shoulders, pulling me closer.

“Please…” she whispered, voice breaking in the sweetest way.

I groaned at the sound.

“Please what, sweetheart?”

She swallowed hard.

Her thighs opened wider.

Her hips rose—inviting me in—submitting without even meaning to.

“Please… put it in…”

Her voice barely held together.

“I want you.”

I braced one hand beside her head, the other still holding her thigh open, and positioned myself perfectly at her entrance.

Her lips parted in anticipation.

Her breath shook.

Her body trembled beneath me.

I leaned down and kissed her slowly, deeply, thoroughly—

and whispered against her lips:

“I’m going to make you mine.”

And then I pushed—

just enough for the head to begin to slip inside her tight, warm heat.

She gasped—sharp, beautiful, breathless—

and clutched at me like she was afraid of floating away.

Her body welcomed the first inch of me—hot, tight, trembling around the thick head of my cock.

Elena gasped, lips parted, her whole body arching up as if she didn’t know whether to move toward me or away.

I held her still.

One hand braced beside her head, the other gripping her thigh to keep her open for me.

“Easy,” I whispered, kissing the corner of her mouth. “Feel it. Don’t rush.”

She nodded shakily, though her hips made the tiniest, involuntary tilt—seeking more despite her nerves.

I didn’t give it to her.

Not yet.

I let her body adjust around the head, let her feel the first stretch—the first claiming—while her breath trembled in the space between our mouths.

“Oh—God…” she whispered, voice trembling. “You’re… you’re big…”

I brushed my thumb tenderly over her cheek.

“I know. That’s why we take this slow.”

I pushed another fraction of an inch into her.

She moaned—soft and broken—her fingers gripping my shoulders like she needed something to anchor her.

Her body clenched around me, tight, warm, perfect.

“That’s it,” I murmured, barely moving, letting her stretch around the thickest part of me. “Let yourself open for me.”

Her breath hitched again. “It’s… a lot…”

“You’re taking me,” I whispered, lips brushing her jaw. “You’re doing perfect.”

Another slow inch.

Her lips fell open, head tipping back, a high, sweet sound escaping her throat.

I held her hips firmly so she couldn’t push further, couldn’t rush.

I made her feel every second of it—

the weight,

the heat,

the slow claiming.

My cock slid another inch into her tight, clinging warmth.

Her thighs trembled uncontrollably.

Her nails dug into my skin.

Her breathing stuttered in sharp, beautiful pulses.

I stopped again.

Held her there.

Stretched around me.

Barely halfway inside.

She whimpered, almost frustrated, almost desperate.

“Why are you stopping?” she breathed, voice wrecked.

I kissed her slow and deep, my hips staying perfectly still.

“Because,” I murmured against her lips, “I want you to remember the first moment I pushed into you. Every inch. Every breath. Every sound you make.”

Her eyes fluttered, her body clenching around the part of me she had taken.

“Please…” she whispered, a soft plea she didn’t even mean to let slip. “Please don’t stop…”

I groaned softly, forehead pressing to hers.

“You feel incredible,” I said, voice thick. “I want to savor this.”

And then, without pulling out—without losing a millimeter of that tight heat—I cradled her face in my hand and whispered:

“Now… breathe for me, Elena.”

She did.

And as she exhaled—soft, trembling, trusting—

I eased in deeper.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

Claiming her body inch by inch while she moaned into my mouth.

Her breath was hot and shaky against my mouth as I eased deeper into her—inch by slow inch—her body stretching around me, drawing me in, clutching at me with tight, fluttering pulses.

“Elena…” I groaned, my voice breaking.

God, she felt so tight around me.

Too tight.

Perfect.

She whimpered, her nails digging into my shoulders. “You’re—oh—there’s so much—”

“You can take it,” I whispered, kissing her cheek as I pushed in another inch. “You’re built to take your husband.”

Her breath caught in a sob-like moan.

Halfway in.

Then more.

Her heat wrapped around me like she didn’t want to let go.

And then—

instinct took over.

Her thighs lifted.

Then wrapped around my waist.

Pulling.

Begging.

Dragging me deeper into her body with desperate, helpless need.

“Oh God—” she gasped as I slid farther inside. “Don’t stop—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

I buried myself in her with one slow, devastating thrust that seated my full length inside her tight, wet heat.

She cried out—a sharp, beautiful sound that echoed in the room as her body clamped around me, trembling violently.

“Sweetheart,” I groaned against her ear, “you’re gripping so tight I can barely—fuck—”

She clung to me, shaking, lips parted in a dazed, wrecked expression.

She had no idea how perfect she felt.

How hard I was fighting not to lose myself instantly.

“I’m inside you,” I breathed. “All of me.”

“Yes—yes—” she whispered, nails scraping lightly down my back. “More—I want more—please—”

My restraint snapped.

I pulled out—slow enough for her to feel every inch—until just the tip remained stretching her open—

Then slammed back into her.

Hard.

Her scream was pure, breathless pleasure.

Her legs tightened around me, holding me in place as I drove deep, bottoming out with a force that made the bedframe hit the wall.

“Oh God—!” she gasped, back arching violently. “You’re—ah—you’re so deep—!”

I grabbed her hips and pounded into her—

deep, fast, relentless—

each thrust pushing a broken moan out of her.

The sound of her—

the wet slap of our bodies—

the way she clutched at me like I was the only thing keeping her alive—

It all hit me at once.

“Fuck—Elena—look at me,” I growled.

She tried—her eyes rolling back, then finding mine in a dazed, overwhelmed gaze.

I held her thighs open and drove into her again.

She shattered.

Her voice broke into raw, helpless sobs of pleasure.

Her nails raked down my back.

Her legs wrapped impossibly tight around my waist as her body took every brutal, perfect thrust.

“You’re my wife,” I snarled softly against her throat, slamming into her again. “And I’m going to fuck you like it.”

“Yes—yes—please—!”

Her voice was desperate, high, shaking.

“I’m yours—I’m yours—keep going—don’t stop—!”

Her words made something primal snap loose inside me.

I grabbed her hips, lifted them off the bed, and started fucking her harder—

deep, punishing strokes that made her breasts bounce, her thighs quake, her voice break into incoherent begging.

Her entire body was giving in—

opening, yielding, clinging to me as I took her exactly how I’d dreamed of taking her.

Every thrust drove me deeper into her tight, slick heat.

Every cry from her lips pushed me harder.

Every desperate “please” made me lose another piece of restraint.

And I wasn’t stopping.

Not until I’d finished consummating our marriage.

Not until she was shaking around me all over again.

Not until she screamed my name.

Every thrust made her gasp and sob and fall apart more.

But I wanted her completely—

mind, body, breath, everything.

I shifted my weight, caught both of her wrists in one hand, and pressed them hard into the mattress above her head.

She gasped—

high, startled, breathless—

her body arching instantly beneath me.

“Oh—oh God—”

Her voice trembled like she didn’t know whether to break or beg.

I leaned down and kissed her throat, still pounding into her with deep, heavy strokes that made her breasts bounce, her hips lift, her legs tremble uncontrollably.

“You belong under me,” I growled against her skin.

“Just like this.”

Her thighs tightened.

Her walls clenched around me—

tighter, fluttering, pulsing.

She was close.

So close she could barely breathe.

Her voice cracked on a moan.

“Please—please—don’t stop—”

“I’m not stopping,” I snarled softly, hips slamming into her again.

“Not until you come.

Not until I feel you come all over me.”

Her cry was broken—raw pleasure flooding her voice.

Her wrists strained helplessly in my grip, but I held her pinned, holding her in place as I drove into her with deep, punishing thrusts.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, teeth grazing her ear.

“My wife.

Come for me.”

Her entire body convulsed around me.

She shattered—

a sharp, sobbing gasp bursting from her throat as her orgasm tore through her.

Her back arched clean off the bed.

Her legs clamped around my hips.

Her walls tightened and pulsed and squeezed me so hard I nearly lost it right there.

“Fuck—Elena—”

My voice broke—

my rhythm faltering as her climax milked every inch of me.

She was still shaking, still moaning, still clenching around my cock when it hit me.

I buried myself deep—

so deep I could feel her heartbeat around me—

and thrust one last time, hard, before release ripped through me.

I groaned her name against her mouth—

low, rough, uncontrollable—

as I came inside her, pulse after pulse spilling deep into her warmth.

Her legs clung to me.

Her wrists trembled in my grip.

Her body shook under mine as both of us rode the shock of it—

the heat,

the tightness,

the absolute claiming of her.

I collapsed onto my elbows above her, releasing her wrists slowly, gently, kissing her palms as they fell limp against my chest.

She was breathless—

eyes dazed, lips swollen, body trembling under me in soft aftershocks that made me groan with every squeeze of her still-fluttering heat.

I kissed her softly—

slow, warm, tender—

the opposite of how I’d just taken her.

She kissed back, weak, dazed, beautiful.

And when I finally rested my forehead against hers, still inside her, still feeling the last pulsing echoes of both our releases, I whispered:

“We’re really married now.”


Chapter 6

Elena was still trembling under me—soft, warm, completely limp from the orgasm that tore through her.

My cock still pulsed inside her, the last aftershocks of both of us fading in slow waves.

I kissed her once more—slow, deep—and then lifted myself just enough to look down her body.

“Stay open for me,” I murmured.

She blinked up at me, dazed, confused, obedient.

Her legs loosened around my waist, falling open wider on instinct.

I pulled out—slow, careful—

And she gasped as the thick warmth of my release followed, spilling from her swollen, stretched entrance in a slow, white spill that slid down the curve of her pussy.

Her breath caught.

Her thighs trembled.

She watched it too—eyes wide, cheeks flushed, lips parted.

“Oh…” she whispered, voice shaking.

I watched the way my cum pooled at her opening—warm, wet, perfect—before dripping down, threatening to escape her.

A low growl vibrated in my chest.

“No,” I murmured. “Not dripping out of you.”

I placed my hand on her lower belly, steadying her, and used two fingers to catch the spill—pushing my seed slowly, deliberately back inside her.

She moaned—high, soft, involuntary—her hips jerking at the pressure.

“It belongs,” I told her quietly, voice thick with possession, “inside you.”

Her eyes fluttered, breath hitching.

“But—it’s—oh—”

I pushed deeper, sliding my fingers into her warm, still-sensitive heat until she clutched around me again.

My cum disappeared back where it came from—into her body.

Where I wanted it.

Where it should be.

Her nails dug lightly into my arm.

Her voice trembled.

“You—you’re putting it back in…”

“Yes.”

I leaned down and kissed her throat as my fingers eased deeper, pushing in everything she’d lost.

“Because it’s meant to stay in you.”

She moaned again—longer this time, hips lifting into my hand.

Her pussy fluttered around my fingers, gripping them weakly, still oversensitive, still swollen from taking me.

“You feel that?” I whispered against her skin.

She nodded helplessly.

“Yes…”

“That’s my seed inside you,” I murmured, sliding my fingers deeper until she gasped. “Where it belongs. Not on the sheets. Not on your thighs. In you.”

Her entire body shivered.

When I pulled my fingers out, only the faintest glisten escaped her before her body clenched and held the rest tight.

Good.

Perfect.

I stroked her hip and murmured:

“I’m not done with you, Elena.”

Her breath caught.

Because she could feel it—

my cock already hardening again, pressing against her thigh, hungry for another round.

I dragged my hand down her spine—slow, deliberate—and murmured:

“Roll over.”

Her breath caught.

She obeyed immediately, weak and pliant, turning onto her stomach until she lay with her cheek on the pillow, hips slightly lifted from the way her legs parted instinctively.

God.

She was offering herself without knowing she was doing it.

I moved behind her, letting my weight settle over her back, my chest pressed to her warm skin.

My cock—already hard again—slid between her thighs, gliding against her slick, still-wet heat.

She gasped into the pillow.

“You’re—already—oh—”

I kissed the side of her neck, voice low and warm in her ear.

“You didn’t think we were done, did you?”

Her hips trembled under me, her thighs squeezing as though she could already feel me deeper.

I rocked into her slowly—just enough to tease her entrance, just enough to make her feel the heavy pressure of the head nudging where she was still stretched from taking me.

“You feel that?” I whispered.

Her breath stuttered. “Yes…”

“That’s me,” I murmured, grinding against her slit. “Hard again. Looking for the pretty little wife I just filled.”

She moaned—soft and broken.

I reached between us and slid my fingers over her pussy, feeling the warm slickness, feeling how she clenched around nothing.

“How much do you think you can take, sweetheart?”

She made a helpless sound into the sheets.

I teased her opening again, letting only the tip press in before pulling back, the way she tightened around the intrusion making my jaw clench.

And then—

I palmed her hip and pulled her back against me just enough to make it clear how close I was to thrusting inside.

“You better not spill a drop,” I whispered.

Her whole body shivered.

“W–what…?”

I pushed the head inside her—just an inch.

She cried out, the sound muffled in the pillow.

“My cum,” I said, voice low and calm, “is supposed to stay inside my wife.”

I eased another inch into her, feeling her stretch, her tightness pulling me in.

She gasped, back arching.

“If you let even one drop slip out,” I murmured into her ear, “I’m going to push you right back down on this bed and fuck more into you.”

Her breath broke—

a shuddered moan that hit me straight in the gut.

“You understand?”

She nodded desperately. “Yes—yes—I’ll keep it—inside—”

“Good girl.”

I slid one hand under her belly and lifted her hips higher, angling her perfectly for me.

Her back curved.

Her thighs trembled.

Her pussy clenched around the tip already inside her.

“And Elena?”

I guided myself back to her entrance, pressing in slow and deep until she whimpered.

“Yes—?”

“When I breed you,” I whispered, “I expect you to hold it.”

She moaned—loud, broken, needy—and I felt her clench around just the inches she’d taken.

“You want that, don’t you?” I teased. “You want me to fill you again?”

Her voice cracked.

“Yes—please—please fill me—”

I groaned into her neck, gripping her hips harder.

“Then hold still,” I said, pinning her with my weight. “Because I’m about to put every drop back where it belongs.”

And with one slow, devastating thrust, I slid all the way back inside her tight, trembling body.

Her cry tore through the room—

and the way she gripped me told me she wasn’t letting a single drop go anywhere.

Elena gasped into the pillow, her hips lifted by my hand under her belly, her back arched beautifully as she trembled around my length.

“You’re holding it,” I murmured against her ear, resting fully inside her. “Good girl.”

She whimpered, voice breaking.

“I’m trying—oh God—I’m trying—”

“You’d better,” I growled, tightening my grip on her hip. “I filled my wife. I’m not letting a single drop go to waste.”

And then I pulled almost all the way out—

—and slammed back into her.

Her scream hit the pillow, raw and sweet, her whole body jolting forward from the impact.

I grabbed her hips and pounded into her—

Hard.

Deep.

Punishing.

Each thrust driving all the way to the base, making her cry out again and again.

Her hands clawed at the sheets.

Her legs shook violently.

Her pussy clenched around me like she was trying to hold everything inside—just like I told her.

“That’s it,” I snarled, thrusting harder. “Milk me. Keep it all inside. Not one drop leaks. Not one.”

She sobbed a breath—half pleasure, half desperation.

“I—I won’t—oh God—please—”

I leaned over her, chest covering her back, trapping her under my weight.

My free hand slid up her side—her ribs—her sternum—

until it wrapped gently but firmly around her throat.

She froze.

Shivered.

Moaned.

All at once.

“Breathe,” I whispered, squeezing just enough for her body to go weak beneath mine. “Good girl.”

Her pussy tightened around me, clenching so hard my vision blurred.

“There we go,” I murmured, pounding her harder, the rhythm ruthless. “That’s how a wife takes her husband.”

Her voice broke into frantic, high moans, the pillow muffling nothing.

“You like this,” I growled into her ear, my hand steady around her throat. “Being fucked open. Being bred. Being held down while I fill you.”

“Yes—yes—please—I love it—!”

I slammed into her again, making her cry out loud.

“You love being my wife?”

Thrust.

“You love my cock inside you?”

Thrust.

“You love me keeping my seed in your tight little body?”

Thrust—deepest yet.

Her entire body convulsed, her legs trembling violently.

She was close—so close she couldn’t think.

My hand on her throat tightened just enough to keep her grounded—

to keep her mine.

“Then hold it,” I whispered, pounding her harder, faster, the bed slamming into the wall.

“Hold. Every. Drop.”

“I will—I will—I promise—please don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

I fucked her like I was staking a claim.

Hard.

Deep.

Devastating.

Her body took every brutal thrust—

clenching, fluttering, gripping me so tightly I could barely pull out between strokes.

Her thighs were shaking uncontrollably.

Her breath was broken and frantic.

Her pussy was spasming around me like she was about to explode.

My thumb stroked her throat slowly—gentle, comforting—contrasting the ruthless pounding of my hips.

“You’re mine, Elena.”

Thrust.

“And I’m going to breed you again.”

Thrust.

“Hold it. Every pulse. Every drop.”

Thrust.

“Say it.”

She sobbed the words:

“I’m yours—I’ll hold it—I’ll take your cum—please—keep fucking me—!”

And I did.

I drove into her harder than before.

Relentless.

Claiming.

Until she screamed into the pillow—

and her body began to break beneath me.

Her body was vibrating under me, thighs trembling uncontrollably.

She couldn’t take much more.

I felt the way she tightened—

a desperate, frantic squeeze that told me she was right at the precipice.

I tightened my hand around her throat—gentle dominance, enough to make her go weak—

and slammed into her again, deeper than before.

That broke her.

Her orgasm hit like a violent shock—

her pussy convulsed around me,

her legs spasmed,

her scream muffled by the pillow as she came hard, milking my cock in relentless, clenching waves.

“Fuck, Elena—”

My hips stuttered.

The way she squeezed me—tight, wet, shaking—

I couldn’t hold back even if I wanted to.

Her climax dragged mine out of me, wringing it from me stroke by stroke.

I slammed into her one last time, burying myself completely inside her.

“Take it—take every drop—” I snarled.

And I came—

hard, deep, pulsing—

filling her again, my orgasm pouring into her already stuffed warmth.

She cried out at the first hot rush inside her,

her body jerking,

her pussy squeezing even tighter like she was trying to pull every pulse even deeper.

But I didn’t stop.

Even as she trembled through her orgasm—

even as she whimpered from the oversensitivity—

I kept pounding her.

Slow at first, then rough again, forcing my cum deeper, mixing it inside her, making sure she held it.

“Don’t spill,” I growled, fucking her through her aftershocks.

“I—I can’t—oh—too much—”

Her voice shook, her breath breaking with each thrust.

“You can,” I murmured, tightening my hand on her throat just enough to make her arch for me.

“You’re my wife. You take everything I give you.”

Her pussy fluttered helplessly, clenching around my cock, trying to keep it all inside like I ordered.

The oversensitivity shredded her—

her cries high and breathless,

her hips shaking violently beneath me.

But she didn’t pull away.

She raised her hips into me.

Begging without words.

I pounded into her harder—

raw, deep, relentless—

until she cried out again, tears in her voice, body overwhelmed and wide open.

“That’s it,” I whispered darkly, angling deeper.

“Let your husband fuck another load into you. Let me breed you again.”

Her entire body seized—

another climax ripping through her, unexpected, wild, brutal in its intensity.

She screamed into the pillow,

her legs kicking,

her pussy strangling my cock in tight, frantic spasms.

I held her down, hand on her throat, hips slamming into her as she convulsed around me.

“Take it—take it all—fuck—”

I spilled again—

another hot surge forced deep inside her as she shook uncontrollably beneath me.

Her body twitched.

Her pussy fluttered violently.

Her breath came in shattered gasps.

I didn’t pull out.

I pressed her hips down into the mattress, keeping her open, ensuring she held my cum exactly where it belonged.

When I finally leaned over her back, breath ragged, voice rough, I whispered:

“Good girl…

That’s how a wife gets bred.”


Chapter 7

Morning sunlight spilled through the kitchen window, warm and soft, catching in Elena’s hair as she stood at the counter.

She wore nothing but one of my shirts—too big on her, hanging off one shoulder, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs.

She hummed softly while she made coffee, completely unaware of how wrecked she still looked—neck marked, thighs trembling, moving gingerly after the way I’d filled her twice last night.

I leaned against the doorway for a moment, just watching her.

Sweet.

Soft.

Mine.

Then I moved.

She didn’t hear me until my hands slid around her hips, pulling her back into my chest.

She gasped—

then melted instantly.

“Good morning…” she whispered, breath catching as my fingers traced up her bare thighs under the hem of the shirt.

“Morning, wife.”

My mouth brushed her neck.

“You’re up early.”

“Just… making coffee…”

Her voice broke when I pressed my hips against her—letting her feel exactly how hard I already was.

She stilled.

I felt the shiver run through her.

I pushed the shirt up over her hips, baring her completely to the cool kitchen air.

“Bend over,” I murmured.

She obeyed without hesitation—hands bracing on the counter, legs parting just enough, her breath trembling.

God.

Her pussy was still swollen, still sensitive from the night before, still marked by me.

I ran two fingers through her slit, easing them in just enough to feel the soft resistance, the warmth still holding traces of my cum deep inside.

She moaned—quiet, needy, already dripping for me again.

“You’re still open from last night.”

I slid my fingers up her slit again, teasing her clit until her knees buckled.

“You’re still ready for me.”

“I… I am…” she whispered, voice breaking.

I didn’t give her time to say anything else.

I grabbed her hips, lined myself up, and thrust into her in one smooth stroke—burying myself to the hilt.

She cried out, hands scrambling for the countertop, her body jolting forward from the force.

“Oh—! It’s—morning—”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned into her shoulder, already pulling back and slamming into her again.

“And this is how I start my mornings.”

Her pussy clenched around me, hot and tight and still fluttering from how much I used her the night before.

“God—oh God—you’re so—deep—”

Her voice dissolved into breathless moans as I set a slow, heavy rhythm.

The coffee machine clicked and hissed beside us, absurdly domestic while I bent my wife over the counter and fucked her before sunrise.

I gripped her throat lightly from behind, lifting her just enough to kiss her ear.

“Don’t spill the coffee,” I murmured, thrusting deep.

“Just like you didn’t spill me.”

She moaned—

a soft, wrecked sound that told me she remembered exactly what I made her do last night.

“You’re made for this,” I whispered, pounding into her harder.

“Made to take your husband first thing in the morning.”

Her nails scraped the counter.

Her breath came in sharp little gasps.

Her body tightened like she was already close.

“And after I finish inside you again…”

I thrust deep, grinding into her.

“…you’re going to sit on my lap at breakfast and keep me inside you until your legs stop shaking.”

“Please—yes—oh—yes—”

I slammed into her again.

Coffee forgotten.

Morning light glowing on her skin.

Her pussy gripping me so tight it nearly undid me.

And I wasn’t stopping until I’d given her another full load to hold in that pretty body.

Elena braced herself on the counter, breath fogging the glossy surface, her hips trembling under my hands as I drove into her from behind.

Her legs were already shaking, her pussy gripping me tighter with every thrust.

The morning light hit her bare skin, glowing along her spine, her ass bouncing with each heavy stroke.

I tightened my grip on her hips.

“Stay right there,” I said, voice low and rough. “I want you coming all over this counter.”

She whimpered—

a soft, high sound that went straight to my cock.

I pulled almost all the way out—

just the head stretching her—

and slammed back into her.

Her cry broke against the countertop.

“Oh—oh God—!”

I set a brutal rhythm, hips snapping forward in deep, controlled thrusts that rocked her entire body.

Her thighs quivered.

Her breath came out in broken gasps.

Her hands slipped on the counter from how hard she was trying to hold herself up.

“That’s it,” I growled, pounding her harder. “Take it. Take it like my wife.”

“I—I can’t—oh—I can’t—”

“Yes you can.”

I leaned over her, chest to her back, my hand sliding to the front of her throat, lifting her head just enough so her mouth opened on a moan.

“You’re going to come for me again.”

Her pussy clenched around me—tight, desperate, already throbbing with that telltale flutter.

Her legs buckled.

I didn’t stop.

I dug my fingers into her hips and drove into her with long, devastating strokes that forced every inch of me inside her slick, swollen heat.

“Come,” I ordered, thrusting deep. “Come on my cock.”

She broke.

Her scream shattered against the counter as her body convulsed, pussy gripping me in frantic, pulsing waves.

Her knees gave out, hips shaking violently as she came hard—so hard she nearly collapsed if I hadn’t held her up.

Her orgasm squeezed me so tight my vision blurred.

But I didn’t let go.

Not yet.

While she trembled through her climax, I wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her upright against my chest.

Her head fell back on my shoulder, body limp, legs shaking uncontrollably.

“Oh my God… I can’t… I can’t…”

“You’re fine,” I whispered, kissing her temple. “You’re perfect.”

I kept myself buried deep inside her, holding her against me.

Then I started fucking her again.

Not fast.

Not punishing.

Slow.

Hard.

Deep.

Each thrust pushed all the way to the base, grinding my pelvis against her ass, pressing my cum from last night deeper into her body.

She sobbed softly—

not from pain, not from fear—

but from oversensitive pleasure, her pussy still fluttering around me.

“You feel that?” I murmured into her ear. “How deep I am?”

She nodded weakly, unable to speak.

“That’s how I’m going to finish,” I whispered, thrusting into her slow and deliberate.

“Deep enough that you hold me all day.”

Her breath stuttered. Her hands reached back blindly, searching for mine.

I took them, lacing our fingers together, pulling her up straighter so she felt every inch of my slow, powerful thrusts.

Her pussy tightened—milking me, begging silently.

I groaned into her neck.

“You want it?”

She nodded again—tiny, frantic.

“Say it.”

“I—I want your cum—”

Her voice cracked.

“Please—finish inside me again—”

That was it.

I drove into her one last time—

slow, hard, to the deepest place inside her—

and held her there, buried fully as my orgasm snapped through me.

I groaned her name against her shoulder, thrusting in short, powerful pulses as I spilled into her for the third time in less than twelve hours.

She cried out as the heat filled her, her pussy clenching around me instinctively, greedily.

I held her hips tight so she didn’t move—

so she kept every drop inside.

When the last pulse faded, I stayed inside her, chest to her back, breath warm against her neck.

“You’re full again,” I whispered, kissing her shoulder.

“Don’t spill.”

She shivered in my arms.

“I won’t…”

And she didn’t.

Elena was breathless and shaky, still bent over the counter when I finally pulled her upright.

My cum was warm and deep inside her—exactly where I wanted it—her legs weak and trembling.

I kissed the back of her neck, hands steadying her hips.

“Breakfast time,” I murmured. “Come here.”

She blinked up at me, dazed and sweet, hair messy around her flushed cheeks. I hooked an arm under her thighs and lifted her easily.

She gasped and clung to my shoulders.

“I—I can walk—”

“I know,” I said, carrying her anyway. “But I like you like this.”

I sat down at the kitchen table with her in my lap, her legs straddling my thighs, my cock still buried deep inside her from behind.

She moaned softly the moment she settled onto me, her pussy clenching around me instinctively.

“Shhh,” I whispered against her ear, rocking her just enough to seat her fully on me. “Stay still. You’re holding my breakfast in for me.”

Her head fell onto my shoulder, breath trembling.

“Okay…”

I reached for the coffee she’d poured earlier and took a slow sip—

completely relaxed, completely casual—

while she sat impaled on my cock.

Her fingertips grazed my chest shyly, like she wasn’t sure what to do with her hands.

“You’re doing perfect,” I murmured. “Just sit here and warm me.”

She whimpered—not resisting, not even thinking about resisting.

And then—

Footsteps down the hallway.

Elena stiffened in my lap.

I tightened my grip on her hips.

My uncle shuffled into the kitchen, hair a mess, rubbing sleep from his eyes.

He took in the scene in one lazy sweep:

Me.

Seated at the table.

Coffee in hand.

Elena in my lap, flushed, shirt slipping off one shoulder, clearly full of me, clearly seated on my cock.

He blinked.

“Morning,” he said casually, walking right past us to the coffee pot. “Hope you two slept well. Sounds like you started the day off with… cardio.”

Elena hid her face in my neck, mortified and trembling.

I smirked and took another sip of coffee.

“Well,” my uncle continued, pouring himself a mug, “this really does sell the marriage angle. Very convincing. Very domestic.”

I ran a slow hand down Elena’s thigh.

She shivered.

“Thanks,” I said. “We like to stay… close.”

My uncle took his coffee, turned, and—without batting an eye—

sat down across from us.

Right in front of us.

Like this was the most normal breakfast seating arrangement in the world.

Elena’s breath caught in her throat, her whole body tense.

I tightened my grip around her waist and whispered in her ear, low enough only she could hear:

“Relax. He’s just having breakfast. And you’re staying right here on my cock.”

She whimpered softly—

barely a sound—

but her hips settled more fully onto me, her walls hugging around me like she heard exactly what I meant.

My uncle took a sip of his coffee and smiled.

“Well,” he said, completely unfazed, “this is nice. Family meal.”

I kissed Elena’s shoulder, rocking my hips almost imperceptibly inside her.

“Very nice,” I agreed.

And she clenched around me—

trying so hard not to make a sound

with her husband sitting right there

watching us eat breakfast like nothing was happening.

Elena sat in my lap at the breakfast table exactly the way a wife shouldn’t—

on my cock,

still full of my cum,

legs trembling,

shirt slipping off her shoulder,

breath catching every time I moved even a little.

My uncle didn’t seem to care.

He sat across from us, drinking his coffee like this was a perfectly ordinary morning.

“So,” he said, glancing up with a grin, “how’s married life treating you two?”

Elena’s fingers tightened on my forearm.

Her breathing stuttered.

I slid one hand up her thigh, slow and steady.

My hips lifted just enough that she sank another millimeter down my length.

Her breath hitched—barely a sound, but loud enough for me to feel it against my neck.

“Fantastic,” I said calmly. “She’s very… attentive.”

My uncle smirked.

“Oh? Looks like it. She’s sitting so nicely.”

Elena made a soft squeak she tried to cover with a cough.

I rocked my hips again.

Tiny.

Controlled.

Just enough to make her pussy ripple around me, just enough that she had to squeeze her thighs together to keep from giving herself away.

Her hand shot to my knee under the table, gripping hard.

“You okay there, sweetheart?” my uncle asked lightly, sipping his coffee.

Elena nodded too quickly, voice thin.

“Mmhmm.”

I bit back a grin and slipped my hand under her shirt, palm spreading over her stomach.

My thumb brushed the underside of her breast, slow and teasing.

She shivered.

My uncle raised an eyebrow.

“Cold?”

I answered for her, my voice low and even.

“No. She’s warm. Very warm.”

I felt her clench around me at the tone I used.

My uncle chuckled.

“Well hey, I’m glad you two are, uh… keeping active. Good for the scholarship, you know? Natural affection and all.”

I rocked into her again—

a long, slow, deep glide inside her that made her inhale sharply through her nose to keep from moaning.

Her nails dug into my thigh under the table.

My uncle pretended not to notice… but the amused little smirk said he absolutely did.

“Gotta say,” he continued conversationally, “you’re selling this marriage thing pretty convincingly. I mean—”

He motioned vaguely at us.

“Look at you two. Joined at the hip.”

“At the waist,” I corrected quietly.

Elena whimpered—a tiny, broken sound she couldn’t hide.

My uncle laughed outright.

“Ah. That kind of morning, huh? Well, don’t let me stop you from bonding. I hear it’s important.”

I slid my hand up her shirt and cupped her breast fully this time, rolling her nipple gently between my fingers as I lifted my hips again.

Her head fell back on my shoulder, lips parted, eyes fluttering shut.

She was barely hanging on.

My voice brushed her ear as I rocked into her, slow and deliberate:

“Shh… stay quiet for me.”

My uncle lifted his mug in a mock toast.

“You two are adorable.”

I thrust—soft, deep, perfectly timed so her whole body jerked.

Elena bit her lip so hard I could see her breath break.

“And very,” my uncle added with a grin, “believably married.”

“So,” he said casually, “any plans today besides… team-building?”

Elena made a strangled little noise into her mug.

I slid my hand up her thigh under the shirt—slow, warm, possessive—until my fingers brushed the very top of her inner thigh.

Then I lifted my hips.

Just a little.

Just enough to rock her.

Her breath caught so sharply her coffee nearly sloshed.

She grabbed my forearm without thinking, nails digging gently into my skin.

My uncle raised an eyebrow, amused.

“You okay there, sweetheart?”

She nodded far too quickly. “Mmh—yes! Fine—just—hot coffee—”

I bit down a smile and rocked her again.

This time she felt it.

All of me shifting inside her—

slow, deliberate, deep.

Her legs jerked around my thighs.

Her pussy clenched so tight around me that my jaw flexed.

She tried to hide it, lowering her mug, breathing out quietly…

But her body was giving her away.

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear.

“Relax,” I murmured, barely moving my mouth. “Just sit pretty for me.”

Her eyes fluttered.

Her hips betrayed her, rocking back into me on instinct.

My uncle took a slow sip of coffee, eyes twinkling above the rim.

“You two look cozy,” he said. “Really selling the whole newlywed glow.”

I bounced her again.

Gentle.

Barely a lift of my hips—

but deep enough to slide her up my length and then seat her fully again.

She gasped, breath shattering into tiny pieces.

Her head fell to my shoulder for a moment, her fingers gripping my knee under the table.

“You’re shaking,” I murmured.

“I’m—trying—so hard—” she whispered urgently.

I lifted her hips a little more this time—

barely an inch—

then lowered her down slow and firm, letting gravity slide her all the way back onto me.

Her lips parted.

Her legs quivered.

The coffee in her hand trembled violently.

My uncle set down his mug and grinned.

“Wow,” he said lightly. “Either that coffee’s way stronger than usual… or you two really are inseparable.”

Elena squeezed her eyes shut.

I felt her clench around me—hard, desperate, already close again just from these tiny movements.

I tightened my arm around her waist, steadying her.

“Stay quiet,” I whispered.

“Or he’ll know exactly what I’m doing to you.”

She whimpered—soft, involuntary—and I bounced her again, a slow controlled rise and fall that slid her perfectly along my length.

Her whole body trembled.

My uncle looked between us, amused, completely aware.

“Married life suits you two,” he said. “Really warms the heart.”

I kissed Elena’s shoulder and bounced her again—

gentle, deep, unmistakable.

Her breath hitched.

Her thighs clenched.

She was seconds from breaking.

And I wasn’t slowing down.

Not until she couldn’t keep quiet anymore.

She was barely hanging on.

And I decided to take all control away from her.

I slid my hand from her thigh up to her waist and held her down—firm, unyielding—pinning her hips flush to mine so she couldn’t rise, couldn’t move, couldn’t relieve the pressure that was clearly overwhelming her.

She gasped quietly, head jerking, fingers gripping the table’s edge.

“Don’t move,” I whispered into her ear. “Not an inch.”

Her breath hitched—

she was already clenching around me, her body quivering with the need to move.

And that was when her husband looked up.

“So,” he said casually, “plans for the day?”

Elena froze.

I tightened my grip on her hips, keeping her absolutely, perfectly still with my cock fully inside her.

She could barely breathe.

She definitely couldn’t speak.

Which meant I needed to make her.

I brushed my lips against the shell of her ear, voice low enough only she could hear.

“Answer him.”

“I—I can’t—” she whispered, frantic, thighs shaking.

My fingers dug into her hips, pressing her down harder onto me, forcing her to feel every inch she was trying to ignore.

“You can,” I murmured. “You will.”

Her husband waited, mug in hand, eyebrows raised in polite expectation.

I pressed my hips up into her—just a slow, deep grind—

and her entire body shivered.

“Go on,” I whispered. “Say something normal.”

She swallowed a broken breath.

Opened her mouth.

Nothing came out.

I rewarded that failure with a deeper, tighter push that made her gasp silently.

My voice dipped lower.

“You don’t want him to know you’re sitting on my cock, do you?”

Her nails bit into my forearm under the table.

“No—” she squeaked, barely audible.

“Then speak,” I ordered softly.

She tried again, breath trembling violently.

“Um… I—I think… we might—go… shopping?”

Her voice cracked halfway through the sentence.

Her husband chuckled.

“Shopping? Sounds productive enough.”

I slid my hand up to her belly, stroking slowly as I kept her hips pinned exactly where I wanted them.

“Good girl,” I whispered into her hair. “Now keep talking.”

“I—uh—maybe some groceries—”

Her voice wavered as I gave one controlled, deep rock upward—

not enough to be seen—

but absolutely enough to be felt.

Her breath hitched.

Her thighs trembled violently.

“And… and maybe laundry—”

“That so?” her husband said easily, sipping his coffee. “Sounds like a domestic day.”

I tightened my hand on her hips again, preventing even the tiniest movement while her body clenched helplessly around me.

“Tell him how good the coffee is,” I murmured.

She shook her head minutely, shaking from head to toe.

She couldn’t.

She could barely breathe.

I rewarded her hesitation by rolling my hips again—

a slow, deep grind that seated her even tighter around me.

She choked on a whimper, then forced out:

“Th—the coffee is… really good.”

Her husband nodded.

“Glad you like it! Looks like you’re both enjoying breakfast.”

Elena dropped her forehead to my shoulder, panting softly.

Her whole body was trembling from resisting movement and resisting sound.

I tightened my grip and whispered:

“You’re doing so well.

Now hold still for me…

or he’ll hear everything you’re feeling.”

She whimpered—

soft, broken, desperate—

and stayed pinned in my lap, full, stretched, barely able to breathe, forced to act normal while her husband sat right there across the table.

And I wasn’t done with her.

Not even close.

Elena was trembling in my lap so hard the coffee in her mug rippled.

Her husband sat across from us, completely relaxed, reading the back of a cereal box…

while she was speared on my cock, pinned and shaking, pretending everything was normal.

Her breath came in tiny, broken pulls.

She squeezed her thighs together, trying desperately to hide what she was feeling.

And I hadn’t even started moving yet.

I slid my hand from her stomach down to her hips, pressing her down firmly onto my lap, onto my cock—

keeping her full, stretched, open.

Her breath shuddered.

Her fingers dug into my thigh.

“Stay still,” I whispered, lips brushing her ear. “Or he’ll know.”

She nodded weakly.

So I moved.

Not a bounce, not a thrust—

just a slow, subtle roll of my hips, deep and intimate, the kind of motion only she could feel.

Her entire body jolted.

A tiny, strangled sound escaped her throat—

quiet, but unmistakably a moan.

Her husband looked up.

Elena froze in my arms.

I stroked her thigh slowly, soothingly, while still rocking inside her, the motion invisible to the naked eye but absolutely devastating for her.

“You okay there?” her husband asked, brow raised with amused suspicion.

She opened her mouth—

but nothing came out.

I rolled my hips again, slow and deep.

She gasped—

soft, high, impossible to hide.

Her husband grinned.

“Long night?”

She buried her face in my neck, mortified.

I kept moving inside her—

slow, deliberate, grinding motions that stroked every sensitive inch of her swollen, overstimulated pussy.

Her breathing shattered.

Her thighs trembled violently.

Her hands clutched the table edge.

“Don’t,” she whispered against my throat. “Don’t—please—I can’t—”

“You can,” I murmured, tightening my hand on her waist.

“Come for me.”

She shook her head desperately—

but her body was already betraying her.

Her pussy tightened around me, clenching in fast, panicked waves.

Her husband sipped his coffee again.

“You sound out of breath, sweetheart.”

She broke.

A quiet moan—barely a sound—

but absolutely a moan—

escaped her lips.

Her whole body jerked in my lap.

Her pussy squeezed me, fluttering so tightly my breath caught in my chest.

She was coming.

Right there at the breakfast table.

On my cock.

In front of her husband.

I held her down and rocked into her deep, slow, relentless—

dragging her orgasm out until she was shaking uncontrollably in my arms.

Her husband raised an eyebrow.

“You sure you’re okay?”

She couldn’t answer.

She just trembled and whimpered into my neck.

I wasn’t far behind her.

Her spasms, her heat, the way she clutched me—

her entire body milking me helplessly—

pushed me straight to the edge.

I thrust up into her once—

deep, tight, claiming—

and my release tore through me in a hot, pulsing rush.

I groaned into her shoulder, trying not to fall apart too loudly, burying myself fully so every pulse spilled deep inside her already-full little body.

She moaned again—soft, wrecked—

feeling me come inside her.

My hips twitched, pressing her down to take every drop.

Her husband set down his mug lightly.

“Well,” he said with a grin, “marriage looks good on you two.”

Elena whimpered, shaking in my arms, stuffed full of my cum again and trying desperately to compose herself.

I kissed her shoulder, still pulsing inside her as I whispered:

“Good girl.

Hold it.

Every last drop.”


Chapter 8

Elena was limp in my lap, still trembling from the orgasm that ripped through her in front of her husband.

She clung to me weakly, breath broken, her pussy still fluttering around my softening cock, holding every drop I’d just spilled inside her.

Her husband took one last sip of his coffee and said, entirely too casually:

“You two look wiped. Why don’t you…sleep in a bit longer?”

He knew.

Of course he knew.

And the grin on his face told me he was enjoying every second of our “married routine.”

Elena couldn’t even lift her head.

Her voice was a whisper against my neck:

“I… I can’t move…”

I kissed her temple.

“Good.”

I slid one arm beneath her knees and the other around her back.

She gasped softly when I lifted her off my lap—

my cock slipping out of her with a warm, messy glide, a little dribble of cum threatening to spill down her thigh.

My hand caught it immediately.

“No,” I murmured against her jaw.

“We’re not wasting any of that.”

Her thighs shook at the tone.

My uncle chuckled as I stood, carrying her effortlessly.

“Don’t let me stop you two from… bonding. I’ll just be downstairs.”

He waved his mug in lazy salute.

I didn’t bother responding.

I just held her tighter and started up the stairs.

Elena tucked her face into my neck, mortified and flushed.

“He—he saw—”

“Of course he saw,” I murmured, gripping her thigh so she stayed closed, sealed. “He’s your husband.”

She whimpered at that—quiet, needy, confused.

I nudged open the bedroom door with my shoulder.

The moment we crossed the threshold, I pinned her softly against the nearest wall, still holding her up with one arm beneath her thighs.

Her legs fell open on instinct, vulnerable and sweet, like her body was ready for me all over again.

I kissed down her throat, slow and claiming.

“He saw,” I repeated, nipping gently at her skin, “and still let me carry you upstairs to fuck you again.”

She trembled.

My hand slid between her legs—

not to finger her,

not to tease her—

but to push all my cum back inside her with two firm, slow fingers.

She gasped, hips jerking.

“Please—oh—”

“You’re not spilling a drop,” I whispered, pushing deeper. “Not when I’m about to give you more.”

Her eyes fluttered, her head tipping back against the wall.

I pulled my fingers out—wet, shining—and lifted her fully into my arms again.

Then I laid her on the bed, her legs still trembling open for me.

I crawled over her slowly, deliberately, until I hovered above her, mouth brushing hers.

“This isn’t breakfast anymore,” I whispered.

Her breath caught.

“This is round three.”

And as she arched up into me, needy and already wet with the mixture of both our last releases, I positioned myself at her entrance—

and pushed deep inside her again.

I pushed into her with a slow, devastating stroke—

all heat, all stretch, all claiming—

until I was seated fully inside her trembling, open body.

Elena gasped, her back arching off the mattress, her fingers curling into the sheets.

I didn’t give her time to adjust.

I grabbed her knees and pinned them back, folding her open beneath me, exposing every soft, vulnerable inch.

She whimpered, helpless and already throbbing around me.

“This,” I growled, pushing deeper until she cried out, “is how I take my wife.”

Her eyes fluttered, overwhelmed, her breath breaking in tiny, desperate bursts.

“I—I’m not—your—”

I thrust hard enough that the words shattered in her throat.

“Oh—God—!”

“You’re open for me,” I murmured, leaning over her, grinding deep. “Wet for me. Taking me like you belong under me.”

Her body clenched around me in frantic pulses.

I held her legs pinned, my hips moving with slow, brutal precision—

each thrust forcing her to feel the full length,

the full weight,

the full claim of me.

She was shaking, panting, losing herself.

Her voice came out broken:

“I’m—your—your—oh—”

“My what?” I demanded, thrusting deep again.

She moaned high and breathless.

“Y-your wife—”

I stilled inside her, buried to the hilt.

“Say it properly.”

She hesitated—

for half a second—

and I rewarded the hesitation with a sudden, savage thrust that knocked the air from her lungs.

“Say it,” I repeated, voice low and dangerous.

Her back arched, her legs trembled hard against my grip, her pussy tightening desperately around me.

“I’m your wife!” she cried. “Not his—yours!”

The sound I made wasn’t human.

I grabbed her hips and started fucking her hard, feral, deep, relentless—

my body slamming into hers,

the bed shaking,

her cries muffled by my hand on her throat as I drove her higher and higher.

Her voice broke again.

“I want to be yours,” she gasped. “For real—please—I don’t want to go back—”

That detonated something inside me.

I bent over her, hand sliding to cup her jaw, forcing her to look at me while I took her.

“You want to be my wife,” I growled, pounding deep until her eyes rolled back.

“Not pretend. Not for a scholarship.

Mine.”

“Yes—yes—please—yours—your wife—your woman—your everything—”

I kissed her hard—

possessive, claiming, almost punishing—

my hips snapping into her with raw force.

“Tell me,” I demanded against her mouth, “who you belong to.”

“You—!”

Her voice cracked beautifully.

“I belong to you!”

“Who fills your pussy?”

“You do—only you—”

“Who do you want to go to bed with every night?”

“You—you—just you—”

“And who,” I snarled, thrusting so deep she cried out,

“do you want to wake up married to?”

Her whole body convulsed under me.

“You!” she screamed. “I want to be your wife—I want it for real—please—please—don’t make me stop—”

I released her legs only to wrap her thighs around my waist, thrusting even deeper, forcing her to take everything I gave.

“You’re mine,” I growled into her neck, hips slamming hard.

“My wife. My girl.

And I’m going to fuck you like it until you can’t even remember his name.”

She sobbed with pleasure, clinging to me.

“Please—make me yours—”

“I already have.”

And with a brutal thrust I pushed her straight into another trembling climax—

one that ripped a moan from her throat and made her body squeeze around me like she was trying to pull me even deeper.

I wasn’t far behind.

I pinned her wrists above her head and growled:

“Now take your husband’s cum again—MY wife.”


Epilogue

The scholarship committee dinner was supposed to be formal.

Polite.

Professional.

Instead, it felt like a performance—

one where Elena and I weren’t acting anymore.

The dining room was warm with lamplight, the table set perfectly, the committee members smiling and talking about funding and academic excellence.

But Elena sat pressed to my side.

Not near.

Not adjacent.

Pressed.

Her thigh against mine, her hand resting lightly on my knee under the table… and not pulling away when my thumb stroked her knuckles.

Every time I leaned in to speak quietly to her, she softened.

Every time she laughed at something I said, her head tilted toward me like I was gravity.

I could feel her husband—my uncle—watching.

Dinner went on.

Conversation flowed.

Wine was poured.

And the committee loved us.

“You two have such chemistry,” one of the women said warmly. “You can always tell when a couple is really in sync.”

Elena smiled—shy, glowing, sincere.

She laced her fingers with mine under the table, squeezing gently.

My uncle nearly dropped his fork.

“Thank you,” Elena said softly. “We’re… very connected.”

I hid my smirk behind my wine glass.

She wasn’t performing.

She meant it.

Her husband noticed.

His smile froze a little at the edges.

Another comment from the committee:

“And it’s so refreshing to see such natural affection after so many years of marriage.”

She gestured toward Elena’s hand on my thigh.

“You still look like newlyweds.”

My uncle coughed hard into his napkin.

Elena flushed—

but didn’t move her hand.

If anything, her thumb stroked my knee, absent and familiar, like a wife soothing her husband.

I put my hand on her lower back, warm and steady.

She leaned into it.

Fully.

Without hesitation.

My uncle stared at that hand.

At the way her body curved into my touch.

At the way she didn’t even glance in his direction.

It hit him then.

Hard.

She wasn’t playing anymore.

She wasn’t performing.

She was mine.

And he saw it.

He tried—really tried—to jump into the conversation, to recover some ground.

“So—Elena, honey—remember when we visited the coast last year? We had such a—”

She turned her head toward him, polite but distant.

“Oh. Yes.”

Then she turned right back to me, eyes softening in a way she hadn’t shown him once that night.

Her hand squeezed mine under the table.

Her voice warmed instantly.

“And we’re planning to visit again soon. Aren’t we?”

I felt my uncle deflate across the table.

One of the committee members smiled at the two of us.

“You two are adorable. So natural together.”

My uncle’s jaw tightened.

His eyes flicked from her hand on mine…

to her body leaning into me…

to the way she looked at me like she was already wearing my name.

His expression softened—not anger.

Not jealousy.

Resignation.

Quiet, dawning resignation.

He knew.

Somewhere between the fake marital photos,

the shared bedroom,

the constant touching,

the breakfast lap-sitting,

and the way she now looked at me like I was her center of gravity—

He had lost her.

For real.

The committee finished dessert, complimented us endlessly, and began to gather their coats.

“They absolutely adore you two,” my uncle said, voice oddly hollow.

Elena threaded her arm through mine as naturally as breathing.

“Good,” she murmured. “I want them to see how much I love him.”

My uncle’s breath caught.

She didn’t even notice.

She was busy kissing my cheek—soft, warm, familiar—

while the committee smiled indulgently.

And I held her waist, my thumb rubbing slow circles that made her lean closer.

When the door closed behind the last committee member, silence settled over the house.

My uncle cleared his throat.

“So,” he said quietly, eyes on Elena.

“You two… seem very close.”

Elena looked up at me, cheeks pink, lips soft, eyes shining.

Then she said, gentle and certain:

“We are.”

And for the first time, she didn’t say it’s pretend.

She didn’t look conflicted.

She didn’t look back at her husband for reassurance.

She looked at me.

All mine.

Heart, body, devotion—

claimed without apology.

My uncle swallowed.

And finally whispered:

“…I really did lose her, didn’t I?”

Elena didn’t even turn toward him.

She only pressed herself closer to me—

as if answering the question herself.
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